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was untrue—about his thinking I shrank from him because
he was maimed. It was true at first. He did think that. He
doesn't now. He's feeling in his mind for the reason. And
one day, when I bring him back from the island, he will
know."
Narwitz felt his peril before he was aware of its nature,
and when at last he knew that Julie was lost to him the
knowledge seemed to be at once sudden and old. He was
walking towards the Castle from his chair by the lake,
leaning on Lewis's arm. "We shot our bolt last spring/'
he was saying. "Since then the French reserves have been
reorganized and Americans have been poured into France.
Our summer offensives ..." and while he continued to
speak of the war the knots of his deeper thought were un-
ravelled. Julie's shrinking from him when she was off her
guard, her propitiatory gentleness when her will com-
manded her, the strained reserve and the swift, yielding
intimacies of her behaviour towards Alison—all these evi-
dences and many others, which had long seemed contra-
dictory and puzzling, were reconciled in his mind; and the
truth came to him with indisputable authority as though
an inner voice had spoken it. His fingers tightened on
Lewis's wrist and an agony like tongues of flame licked at
his knee-caps and ran up the back of his head. His sudden
understanding that the man whose wrist he held was Julie's
lover provoked in him no sort of revulsion; but he did not
wish to look into Lewis's face, for a curtain would have
been lifted from its secret, its familiarity would have be-
come unfamiliar, the dark intelligence of the eyes would
be poisoned, and in its calm, which was the mirror of their
friendship, would appear the turbulence of fleshly images,
He woula not look into his face, nor anywhere but at the
brown and grey and blue of the shining gravel and at the
gleaming toes of his own boots that flashed and receded
above it, for when he lifted his eyes beyond this little circle
of vision he would encounter a world that had become
barren with the barrenness of insanity—a despair full of
the appearances of joy.

